ing to make the slightest-effort to start her again. After 215
ten or fifteen minutes of it the laughter died away! It
looked as if we were doomed to sit there all afternoon,
maybe all night. "Why don't you try to do something?"
said Nancy. Durrell was saying, as he usually did when
Nancy proffered her advice—"why don't you shut up?"
—but instinctively he had made a few automatic motions.
To our amazement we heard the thing spitting. "The
bloody thing's going," he said, and sure enough, as he
stepped on the gas she jumped like a kangaroo and was
off* We arrived at the door of the hotel at top speed and
were greeted by a porter with a huge umbrella. The car
looked as if it were going to be carried away in the flood
and deposited on top of Mt. Ararat
The train was due to leave at four o'clock, so we had
time for a last meal together. Durrell did his best to per-
suade me to stay oversight, convinced that the boat would
not leave on schedule. "Nothing goes according to sched-
ule in this bloody country," he assured me. In my heart
I was hoping that some convenient accident would detain
me. If I were to miss the boat I might not get another
for a month and in that time Italy might declare war on
Greece and thus shut me off in the Mediterranean, a most
delightful prospect. Nevertheless I went through the mo-
tions of leaving. It was up to Fate now, I thought to my-
self. Durrell gnd Nancy were going to Epidaurus and
then to Olympia. I would be going back to jail.
The horse and carriage were at the door waiting for
me. Durrell and Nancy stood*on the steps waving goodr
bye. The sleigh bells began to ring, the flaps came down
over my eyes arid we started off in a teeming mist which
was made of rain and tears. "Where will we meet again?"
I asked myself* Not in America, not in England, not in
Greece, thought L If anywhere it will be in India or
• Tibet And we are going to meet haphazardly—on die

